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If this feeling flows both ways 


Author's Notes: 

the story is basically based on the song \"Do | Wanna Know\" by Arctic Monkeys. the few lines in bold are 
from said song, the story itself is just eight phone calls Axl and Izzy did. in a lot of ways this is a \"first fic\" 
for me (first time in english, first time about gnr, first fic ive posted here duh) so i\'d appreciate it if you\'d 
tell me if it sucks or not haha 


Do you ever get the feeling that you can't shift the tide that sticks around, like something's in your teeth? 
"I'm out." 

He's silent for a moment. Then- 

"You're not." 


"Axl, as much as you'd like to have a hold on everything, you don't have a hold on my decisions. I'm out." 


He laughs. It sounds bitter. 


"Come on, what kinda fucking joke is that?! Why would you even wanna leave the fucking band?! The fuck do 
you think you're doing?!" 


"Trying to survive." 

“Survive?! The fuck, Isbelll How do you think the band is gonna survive when you're gone?!" 

| sigh deeply. 

"At this point, | couldn't care less about the band. The fucking band, Ax. I've waited long enough for you all to 
get your shit together, but it seems like I'm the only one who's willing to get his life right. l'm not going to die 
over this band, and l'm sure not watching any of you guys die." 

"Man, what are you talking ‘bout?! When exactly did it become your problem what anyone of us is doing? 
You're the fucking guitar player! You go on stage, play your fucking guitar, and take care of your own fucking 
business!" 

"Exactly. I'm just the fucking guitar player. Nothing more. And you're gonna find a new guitar player. And your 


band is gonna be fine, and you're gonna be fine, and l'm gonna be fine, and if one of you dies, fine, not my 
fucking business anymore, as you just pointed out.” 


"Ax?" 
"Go to hell, man" 


| will. 


Crawlin back to you. 
"Hey man" 
"Axl." 


"So, .." 


"How are things going?" 
"What do you want?" 


"Hey, am | not allowed to check on my friend anymore?", he laughs, but actually he just sounds like a kid that 
knows he fucked up but tries to be bold though. 


‘lm your friend?" 
"Of course you're- why would you even ask?!" 
‘| remember you telling me to go to hell” 


‘Iz, man, | was angry, okay. l'm sorry, but | mean, try to see it my way! You fucking call me to tell me you're 
leaving the band, and like, how was | supposed to react?" 


"Understanding, maybe. That's how a friend would have reacted. You know, | always tried to see it your way, 


Ax. | even wrote a song about it. Maybe | just expected you to see things my way, for once." 

If you're not going to say something l'm gonna hang up now." 

"Gilby broke his hand 

"What?" 

"Gilby. Our, our new guitar player, you know. Broke his hand. We need to replace him. Only for a few shows." 


Oh no, Axl. 


"See, | get if you don't wanna do it, okay, but like you already know all the songs, of course, and ." 
"And what! 

"And, the fans would be happy to see you again, | think" 

"And?" 


"And, the guys would be happy, too." 


"Aha" 

"And- and I'd be happy too, you know." 

| bite my lip. | hate him. 

"When?" 

"Wh- uhm, starting this weekend. Just a few shows, you know." 

"Gonna take the next flight. You'd better be waiting for me at the airport” 
"Yeah, of course man 


Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck Can't wait for this shit to be over. 


Can't wait to see him. 


Sad to see you go. Was sorta hoping that you'd stay. 
"Hey! 

"Axl, it's past midnight." 

"Uhm." 

"| was asleep." 

"Oh." 

"0h?" 

"Well, l'm still awake." 

| shake my head. 

"What do you want?" 


"Just, you know. You're back home now..." 


"Really." 
"Yeah, well. It was good to have you back again" 
"That's nice to hear." 


"| would. You know. Kick him out. If you wanted to be back. | mean, | don't want you to think you can't come 


back. You can If you want to." 


"| don't want to." 


"You said its only for a few shows. It's been a few shows. Gilby is fit again. l'm home. Gilby's back. Things can 
go on like they did before." 


"Yeah, well, asshole, maybe | wanted things to be before before." 

"Axl." 

"No, no, its fine, Isbell. You can have your boring life. Going to bed at midnight, ha. Bye." 
"Ay" 

He'd hung up. 


Staying clean is harder than you'd think. 


Been wondering if your heart's still open, and if so, | wanna know what time it shuts. 
"l2?" 

"Yeah" 

'Hey" 


"| saw your show last night." 


"You did?" 


"Haha, sure. Was a good gig. | enjoyed it" 


"That's... that's nice. Thank you, Ax." 


"See, | wanted to say sorry, okay. | was actually hoping to get to you after the concert, but | missed you, and 
then | kinda wasn't sure what to say anymore, and like, | don't know. | hate that things between us are so 
fucked up, okay. | don't want it to be like that. Fuck, we were best friends." 

"were?" 

‘|... | don't know man. With all the stuff that's been going on.. | mean, do you think we still are?" 

"Do you want us to be best friends?" 

‘OF course! | think. | mean, you've known me for so long now. Like, you know me. Okay. No one else does, except 
you. You were always the person | was closest to. And fuck the band, | don't wanna lose you over it. Fuck man, 
| sound like some fucking piece of pussy.” 

| swallow hard. 

"You don't." 

"So. You think we can work this shit out?" 

"Sure. Don't wanna lose you either, Bill." 

He laughs. 

"Fuck, Isbell.. always getting sentimental, huh. | don't know, man. We should meet some time." 

"Yeah. Would be nice to see you again” 

"Yeah. - uh, lz, | gotta hang up. Duff is here. We wanted to write songs and shit." 


"Alright. Just call me when you.. you know." 


"Sure man. See you." 


| hope so. 


Ever thought of calling when you've had a few? ‘Cause | always do. 
zzy?" 

"Yeah." 

"What's up?" 


"Wh-what's up? You fucking.. you. You never fucking called me. You said you would call me. You said we should 


meet. The fuck we did. Fuck. Fuck you." 
"are you drunk?!" 


"Even if! The fuck would you care! You never care! Not about me, not about us. Whining around how you don't 


wanna lose me. Fuck you, Bill. Just, fuck. You know what you are? A bitch. A fucking bitch." 
"Calm the fuck down, Isbell. | was busy, okay?!" 


He's getting angry. He? Getting angry? He doesn't have the fucking right to be angry! He's the one who fucked 
up! 


"Yeah, busy. Always busy, huh. Busy with what, fucking your slut?! ls that more important than me?! Yeah, 


why am | even asking.” 
"|>-" 
"No, shut up. Just, shut up. I'm wondering, how much exactly did our friendship ever mean to you?! Because to 


me it meant everything. Okay. Everything. You meant everything to me. Fuck, how often I've wasted my time 
thinking about you. And you, you never cared, did you? Did you, Bill? Did you ever think about me?" 


"Iz 
"What?!" 
"Slash left the band." 
"what?" 


"He left." 


"When?" 
"Three weeks ago, a few days after you called. Fuck, lz, | wanted to call, but- it's.. | just can‘t-" 


"Ax?" 


"Bill?!" 

‘| just... It's falling apart, you know?" 
"Bill." 

Is he crying? 

"Bye" 

He sounds like it's forever. 


| think /am crying. 


Maybe l'm too busy being yours to fall for somebody new. 

"Hey lz" 

"Hey" 

"So, uhm.. congratulations, man. Hope you two are happy: 

"We are, thank you." 

"Well, | guess you're busy right now, being just married and stuff. | don't wanna~" 
"No, no, it's fine. l'm not busy right now." 

"Oh." 


"She's in the bath, getting’ ready or something." 


"Honeymoon, you know." 

"Yeah. Uh, | actually wasn't prepared for a longer talk, you know." 

He gives a shaky laugh. 

"Thank you though, for calling. Means a lot" 

"Haha, yeah. Sure. Just felt like | should" 

"You should? Thank you, makes it sound like you're really happy for me." 

"No- No, that's not what |-" 

"You know, | think she's coming out of the bath. Gotta hang up." 

"Yeah, see, | really didn't mean it like that, | just-" 

"Bye Ax." 

| cut him off, throw the phone on the bed. 

Fuck him, | think. | was always being honest when | congratulated him and his bitch of the year, no matter how 
much it made my inside ache. For me it never felt like something | should do. It was something | wanted to do. 
Showing him that I'm happy for him. Making him happy. 

"Babe?" 

| look up. She's standing in the door. | smile at her, and she comes to me and kisses me. What | said to Axl was 


true. | am happy with her. | put my hand on the back of her head, deepen the kiss, let my fingers go through 


her hair. 


Her hair isn't red. 


Do | wanna know if this feeling flows both ways? 


"Hey, lz" 


"Hey." 
"How, uhm. How are you?" 

"Fine." 

"That's" 

"l'm getting divorced tomorrow." 

"oh?" 

"Yeah. Turns out she's a bitch, you know.." 

"Yeah man. | know.” 

"How's it going for you? Heard that they're, uhm. All gone now." 
"Well. Yes. Its only me and Dizzy." 

"How are you feeling?" 

‘| don't know. Beta says it's gonna be okay again" 

"She's right.” 

"Right now it doesn't seem so, to be honest." 

"Axl." 

"Yeah?" 


"Is gonna be okay." 


‘Iz, | - | wanted to say, sorry.” 
"Feels like a deja-vu to me." 


He laughs a little. 


"Yeah, well. Stupid me, huh" 

"No. It's okay. tm not angry at you or something. 
"That's cool, man | feel awkward" 

| smile into the phone, fill | remember he can't see me. 
"Me too" 

‘Hey, you know what we should do” 

Na 


"We should go out, soon. Into a club or something. Looking for some girls. Having fun. Like back in the day, you 
know? Good old times and stuff" 


Do it, Isbell 

"Uh. See, | don't need to look for a new girl." 

"Oh!" | can basically hear him grin. "Who is she?" 

You 

"You don't know her" 

"| wanna know her. | wanna be a part of your life again, lz" 
Why does he sound so fragile? Why does it make me feel so fragile? Fuck you. 
"L. Maybe you gonna meet her, soon" 

"Yeah, maybe." 

"Maybe. l'm, I'm gonna hang up, okay? Got some stuff to do." 
"Okay." 

"Was nice talking to you again." 


"Yeah. | miss you |z" 


"|| miss you too, Bill” 


"See ya." 


Do | wanna know? 

"Aye" 

"Yeah?" 

‘Im just out of the courthouse, you know." 

"Oh. How did it go?" 

"Good. | mean, she kept it cool. I'm officially free again" 

"Haha, that's good to hear, man." 

"See..." 

"Yeah?" 

| take a deep breath. 

| need to fell you something 

"You?" 

"Well, basically." / Jove you. "..l'm standing in front of your door." 
"what?" 

"In front of your door. | just thought, we haven't seen each other in such a long time." 
"No, it's okay! Wait, I'm gonna open the door." 


He hung up. 


l'm a coward. l'm bad at talking about feelings. | hate getting emotional. 


| hate this man. 


| love this man. 


And | don't know what's worse. Living with the knowledge he's not gonna love me back, or not living with any 


knowledge about his feelings towards me. 
| don't know - Do | wanna know? 


The door in front of me opens. 


Seems like I'll have to find it out. 


